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Risk 


Author's Notes: 
this is the most intense thing I've ever written and | wrote it for a friend. Trigger warning for choking and mild 


violence. 


THEY SAY THAT THINGS HAPPENS FOR A REASON, but they don't tell you that sometimes, these things hurt. 
And sometimes, these thing royally fuck you the fuck up. 


Like right now. 

It was 1987. Megadeth was in full swing. Maybe. | dunno. 

I'd been kicked out of Metallica for a while now, and fuck. It hurt. | was bitter. | hated them. 
“Dave! Come over here!” | heard a voice call out. Fuckin’ Ellefson. 


“What do you want Junior?” | asked, voice monotonous and bleak. | was thinking about them. The guys. My ex- 


best friends. 
How could they do that to me? 


“Just --- Just come over here! There's someone here for yal” The bassist exclaimed, and sighing, | got up, 


walking around to see who it was. 


“What the fuck do you wa---” | was interrupted suddenly by myself, my mouth going dry, my hands shaking, 


eyes wide. 

No... It couldn't be. 

“4Y-Ulrich?” 

The tiny Danish man offered a sheepish smile, and | returned it, just as awkwardly. 


“H-Hi Dave..” The drummer mumbled, and David smiled at me, leaving the building. Fuckin’ flower pot head. | 
still smile at that story. 


Lars closed the door behind David, and | ushered the Metallica band member in, moving to the fridge to offer 


him a beer. 


“Nice uh.. Place you got here.” Lars mused, and | could sense the skepticism. The place was in shambles. 


Wasn't nice at all. Smelt like piss and weed too. 
| think something died in the walls. 


“Yeah! It's um... I-It's great isn’t it?” | began, clearing some of the shit off of the musty couch | had been 


residing on earlier, and patting the seat next to me, offering a spot for Lars to sit. 
“How- How are you?” | ended up asking, and | could see Lars was caught off his guard with that. 


“Oh... Alright, you know. We've done recording for the day, and | heard you lived nearby and just.. Thought I'd 
stop by.” 


| raised a brow. 


“ve uh. Been living here for a few years. None of you guys have ‘stopped by' since you fuckin' got rid of 


me.” | sneered, and Lars shoved me. 


“Stop. | thought I'd take the time to fucking say hi for once and you fuckin’ blow me off.” He hissed, and | 


rolled my eyes, recoiling from the touch. 


“You get a lot of that, don't you Ulrich?” | grumbled, and Lars scoffed. 
“What's that meant to mean?!” 


“You know! Don't play fucking dumb with mel You and dear Mister Hammett! My fuckin’ replacement! Don't 
think | haven't seen you two cuddled up to each other.” 


Lars was taken aback, pulling his brown hair out of his face. 

“We're not gay Dave! Why would you care anyways?” 

My breath hitched. 

“Be-Because ¡Fs wrong! It's unnaturall Man must not lay with man like he does woman!” 

Lars laughed bitterly. 

“You fuckin’ do Black Magic you Satanist piece of shit. Since when did you care about the Bible?” 
| bit my lip. 

“| don't.” 

There was a considerable pause before either of us spoke again. 

“Look.. Dave.?” Lars began, and | looked up to meet his gaze. 


“You just -- Im sorry we threw you out. But you were just too bad in drugs man. You were lashing out at 


us. You attacked James! You went off at me!” 


“One of those times he kicked my fucking dog though! You don't fucking do that!” | exclaimed, wondering why / 
was getting the blame for Mister Tight-Ass-Field's stupid temper tantrums. 


Suddenly, | felt Lars' hand on my thigh, and he gave me a sympathetic look. 


“| know Dave. But you weren't all that great either. Fuck. | will say though. When we got rid of you, | missed 


you. 


My eyes widened, and a slight noise left my lips. 
“You--You missed me.?” | asked quietly, feeling my face flush, and | heard Lars snicker. 


“Well, yeah. Duh. You're such an amazing guitarist Dave. An equally amazing singer -- fuck... | didn't even know 


you could sing.” 
| laughed. “I didn't either.” 
Lars beamed at me, and strangely enough, | felt my heart melt. 


“Its nice to be able to talk to you after all this time. | uh.. | guess | gotta go now. James'll have my hide 


otherwise.” Lars laughed, and for a moment, | was stunned. 

“Oh yeah! Of course!” | answered quickly, standing up with the drummer. 

He began walking to the door, turning the handle - already to leave - when a pained noise left my throat. 

| had missed him so much. 

“Lars! Wait!” | called out, walking towards him. 

“What's wrong Dave?” The brunet asked me, and | just stared at him for a moment, until he approached me. 


| looked down at him, my gaze hard and stern for a moment, and | walked closer to him, getting so close that 


Lars instinctively stepped backwards, and | kept going until he was pressed against the wall 
“Dave..?” He mumbled, and | ran my tongue over my lips, trying to wet my dry mouth. 


It all happened in a flash. 

| don't know what got into me. 

But | pinned the man to the wall, my lips crashing onto his, and after his initial shock, his body relaxed, and | 
deepened it. 


My tongue tasted every inch of him, taking in the feeling of the drummer's mouth like a thirsting man in the 
desert. 


| grinded against him, hips rolling into his as the kiss became more aggressive, our tongues fighting for 


dominance. 


My hands, pinning his arms above his head, moved down, travelling across his skin and hitting his hip bones, 
where lithe, guitar playing fingers traced circles there, before moving further down. 


| broke the kiss to allow breathing room, going to attack the drummer's neck furiously. 
“D-Dave! Wh-What's going on?!” Lars stuttered, short, breathless moans escaping those perfect lips as | ran 


my tongue up and down his neck, pausing every so often to bite hard, and leave vivid purple bruises on the 


tender flesh. 


One of my hands tangled in his hair, whilst the one that remained, moved to his crotch, cupping his balls in my 
hands as my kept attacking his neck, feeling him getting harder by the minute, just like | was. 


| pressed my hard on against Lars, and | heard him moan, turning me on even more. 

“You ruined me Ulrich.” | growled, feeling the outline of his cock through his jeans as | kept palming him 
through them. “| wanted you for so long. And then you betrayed me. You fucking slut.” | hissed, and | grabbed 
his hand, pulling him into my room, locking the door behind me as | threw the man onto the bed. 

“W-What do you--” 

“Shut the fuck up!” | barked, and | saw the man bite his lip as | did so, literally tearing my shirt off, and 
furiously trying to undo the buttons on my jeans and take them off too. It didn't work as easily as | liked, and | 
opted for just removing my belt, carrying it in one hand. 

“Dave.. Dave.. If we get caught, I'll be thrown out..” He mumbled, and | sneered, shoving Lars against the 
headboard, pinning him there with a hand firmly clasped around his neck, hearing him gag for a moment. He 
didn't seem bothered though. More like he was enjoying himself. 


He looked it too. 


“Take off your pants Ulrich!” | yelled, throttling Lars a little before breaking away, and | watched with such a 


great pleasure as he did just that, undoing the fly on my jeans and palming my own cock now. 
| wouldn't relieve myself yet. No. Lars could do that for me. 


| watched as he stripped, and approaching him, | smirked, forcing him to make eye contact with me as | slid a 
hand into my jeans, taking out my cock and jerking it off a few times, making sure the male had had a decent 


look. 


“Do your thing, Drummer Boy.” | simply said, leaning against the headboard and watching with amusement as 
Lars tried to figure out how to go about this. 


Something about his nervous expression worried me, and my aggressive demeanour softened a bit. 
“Hey dude. If you don't wa---™ 


| do” 


Those words shocked me actually, and shrugging, | watched as the man took me in his hands, and began 


pumping me, running up and down my length as he perched himself in a comfortable position. 


“0-0h fuck.” | seethed, glancing at the male. “Atta boy..” | mumbled, closing my eyes and relaxing into a 
state of bliss for a moment, before | was forced to open them, caught off my guard as | felt his pretty little 
mouth around my head, tongue swirling around the tip before Lars began sucking me off, and it was my turn 


to start moaning. 
I'd had plenty of chicks, fucked ‘em all so they couldn't walk in the morning, but nothing like this. No. Never. 


| bucked my hips involuntarily, and Lars took more and more of my length, stroking me off where he couldn't 


reach, and | loved it. 


“Take it all slut!” | yelled, sitting up to grab a heap of his hair, pulling him and pushing him, and | felt him 
gagging. 


Before he was finished, | ripped the man off of my dick, and began rummaging through drawers and pockets of 
clothes, hearing Lars grunting as he began jerking himself off, when | found what | was looking for. 


| went to slide the condom on and Lars shook his head, and instead, | went around, looking for my lube, grabbing 


his wrist mid-stroke and wrenching it away. 
“On your knees Lars!” | barked, and he did just that, bent over, cock aching -- ready. 


| picked up my belt from earlier, and glided the leather across the flesh of his ass, giving a playful tap before 
pausing, and hitting him hard. 


The man yelped in pain, gripping onto the headboard as the cry turned into a drawn out moan as | continued, 
and | heard a string of Danish words leaving his throat. 


| kept hitting until he had bright red marks on his ass and carefully, | positioned my tip against his entrance, 


and | heard the man moan again, encouraging me further. 


Slowly, | entered him, and | heard his cries. I'd never been on the receiving end, so | didn't know how painful it 


was. 
| waited for Lars to get used to my size, his tightness driving me wild. 


“You okay baby.?” | purred, giving a playful thwack of my hand on the cheek | hadn't hit yet, and not long 


after, | heard Lars make a noise of confirmation, that yes, he was okay. 


My thrusts were slow, and with each thrust, | watched Lars with great intensity, my hand slipping underneath 
him to jerk him off, whilst my free one clasped his flesh firmly, increasing my speed. 


“Faster Dave.. Faster.. Fuck me faster Dave.. Harder. Deeper..” | heard Lars mumble, and | was surprised, to 


say the least. 


“Are you fucking deaf?!” He screamed. “ said, fuck me harder Mustaine!” 


And so | did just that, pounding into him as much as | could, my hips hitting his ass as | fucked him, his moans 


music to my ears. 


“H-Holy fuck! Oh my God. Oh my Gooo-ood.!” Lars screamed as he clawed at the bedspread, and | dug my 


nails into his ass. 


“Dave! Dave! Fuck! Dave! Fuck me Dave! Fuck me Dave! I'm a dirty slut!” he moaned, and how could | resist 


that? 


| kept jerking him off, feeling his pre-cum dripping out of him, and my belly knotted, a warmth growing in my 
stomach that told me just what | needed to know. 


“I'm going to fuckin’ cum!” | growled, and Lars moaned. 


“Fill me up! Fill me up baby!” he screamed, and after pounding into him as hard as | could go, | released 


everything | had into him, both us moaning, but | wouldn't give up just yet. 

Tired and weary, | pulled out, fluids dripping from my dick as | flipped the man over, and began sucking him off. 
| felt his hands clawing at my hair as | took all of him, no problem, and licked him up and down like he was a 
lollipop or something. 

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! R-Right there!” the drummer moaned, and | kept at it until he came, and with a determine 
expression in my face, | swallowed it all, watching Lars as a few beads of cum dribbled off my lips. 


| didn't want to, but | was proving | could still dominate him, even like that. 


And so, just like that, | collapsed on the bed, Lars laying on my chest, both of us quite unavoidably rubbing 


cocks as he looked me in the eye. 

“| could get fired for this you know.. ” Lars mumbled, and | smirked. 

“Worth the risk though wasn't it..?” | asked just as quietly, and he laughed, kissing me. | didn't mind the fact 
he had recently had my dick in his mouth, and he didn't seem to mind I'd just had his dick and his fucking jizz 
in my mouth. 


Lars pulled away, fiddling with my curly red hair, and smiled. 


“Yeah, it was.” 


